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and iron palisades before it, next the audience. The
roof of the house runs from the top out of sight, to
the back; all the windows open; persons in them
anxiously watching Luttrell, who appears at an upper
one endeavouring to escape to the roof. He gets out,
and with difficulty clambers on the top and disappears,
Mob in front shouting. Soldiers enter, the mob point
to the spot. The magistrate gives the order, the troops
fire, the body of Luttrell is seen rolling down the
roof and falls into the area. Mr Dwycr and Maria
enter; soldiers run to the railing; a gate is forced open
in them; they descend, and instantly return bearing
Luttrell, his limbs apparently broken, and his trousers
bloody, face smeared, etc* He is brought to the front
dying.
Then, after a brief dying speech, somewhat
reminiscent of the last agonies of Marlowe's
Faustus, the curtain descends.
It is one thing to use dummies legitimately,
as in this particular instance, and another to press
them into service where they can be well dotxc
without, Charles Kean, in his aeal for spectacular
effect, made the mistake of not recognising the
fine distinction. In the late eighteen-fifties, when
Ellen Terry had the good fortune to be chosen
to play Puck at the Princess's Theatre in Kean's
revival of A Mdsummr Night's DTMM, she was
somewhat superfluously supplied with a double*